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Ballroom 


Author's Notes: 
All fiction, even some characters (| honestly don\'t think Steve has ever actually had a blonde girlfriend called 
Sarah) 


This is in fact my first fic, so | hope it\'s not too boring, and | apologize for any mistakes. 


Bruce was standing in the ballroom. He felt rather uncomfortable in a suit and bow tie, although he sometimes 
liked dressing elegant, not just in the usual T-shirt and jeans. 


All the other people were talking around him, and some were dancing, and Bruce could smell the expensive 
perfume on the women and men, even though he was standing all alone next to the wall, with a drink in his 
hand. He was waiting for Steve to arrive. He sipped from his champagne, looking around in the room, but he 
still couldn't see his friend. 


He, however noticed a woman stepping in. Bruce immediately recognized her: it was Steve's girlfriend, Sarah. She 


was wearing a long, red evening gown, and her blonde hair was in an elegant bun. She was heading towards 


Bruce - without Steve. 


"Hello, Bruce." she greeted him, with a bit of nervousness in her smile. 
"Sarah." Bruce nodded. "Where did you leave Harry?" 


"Well, he.. he's outside. He's not really in the condition of.. you know.. coming in" Sarah said. 
Bruce didn't really know what she meant. 


"He doesn't let me take him home" she continued worriedly. "Could you help me with that? You're my only 
hope!" 

"Of course" Bruce said helpfully. "You know what? You can stay here if you'd like. You prepared a lot for 
tonight. | will take care of him." 


The girlfriend was really grateful, and Bruce didn't feel too bad either for having to leave the scene. He 
suspected that Steve was drunk, and when he stepped outside and sighted his friend leaning against the wall 
next to the door, he saw he had been right. He was quite suprised though, because Steve wasn't the kind of 
person who often got drunk before special occasions. 

"Good evening, my friend" Harry stepped to Bruce with unstable moves, and put an arm around his shoulder. 
He wasn't wearing a suit, but a pair of jeans, a white T-shirt with a West Ham logo, and a denim jacket. 

"Did you forget we had this ball tonight?" Bruce asked. 

"Hell | did!" , Steve said, then changed the topic. "You look awful in a suit!" He gave a drunken laugh. 

Bruce smiled, put his arm around his friend like Steve did with him, and helped him down the stairs. 

"Can we go up a skyscraper?" Steve asked with childish excitement. 

"No, Harry, we're going home." 

‘Oh. That's a pity. | love skyscrapers." 

"We'll go when you're no longer drunk." Bruce promised. 

"Yeah, you're right. I've drunk so much. My ‘ead is spinning like a windmill.” 

"So does your tongue. I've never heard you talk this much." They both laughed. 


The streets they were walking were nearly empty. They didn't catch a taxi because Steve didn't live far. They 
almost reached the house where his apartment was after just ten minutes of walking. 

"So who did you drink with? Guess it was some music industry guys who want to work with you." Bruce asked. 
"Eheh... no." Steve answered, then added, "Actually, | was alone." 

"Alone?" Bruce was surprised by this. "Why the hell would you drink alone?" 

"Uh, its just.. y'know, Sarah broke up with me today." 


Bruce stopped for a moment and looked up at his friend with sympathetic brown eyes. 
"What? | didn't know that. So that's why you didn't come tonight... I'm sorry, man" He patted Steve's back. "Are 
you OK?" 


Steve was looking at the ground. 
"Yeah, just.. Lets go home." He looked up from the ground, into Bruce's sincere, warm eyes. He just realized 


how much this look meant to him. More than anything about Sarah. 


He chased away the thought, for he didn't want to get too emotional right now. He let the shorter one direct 


him to his house, up the stairs, then inside his apartment, after he unlocked the door. Bruce saw that Steve 
was even more unstable than he had been, so he leant him against the opposite wall while he locked the door 


again. 


He then turned around. Steve seemed half asleep with his head leant back and eyes closed. 


"Well, you must be tired" Bruce stated a bit tensely. "Anything | could do for you? Just let me know..” 


Steve opened his eyes. At first he was looking at the ceiling, but he directed his eyes down to Bruce without 
moving his head. He was looking into his eyes like this for seconds, but then he rubbed his face. 

"Uh, thank you, but | think | just need some sleep.” 

"Yeah, of course." Bruce nodded, and lead Steve to his room, where the drunk one sat down on his bed, kicking 


his sneakers off and taking off his jacket. 


Meanwhile, Bruce also took a seat next to him. He hoped he didn't disturb Steve with this - he just really didn't 


want to leave him alone. 


Steve looked at Bruce. He was happy he had stayed. He wished Bruce would stay with him all his life. Sitting 
next to him, he forgot all about Sarah, he realized how unimportant that relationship was, compared to one 


with him. He needed only one person's company, and that was Bruce. 


But tonight, he didn't want to have passionate kisses or all that kind of stuff - he just needed that one person 
to hold him and don't let go. 


Bruce looked at Steve, and he could read all this from his eyes. He slid closer and put an arm around Steve's 
shoulder, pulling his head gently to his chest with the other. He tilted his head, resting it on the top of Steve's, 
among the lovely dark brown locks. The body he was holding was shaking as Steve cried, but he knew that the 
soul inside it, was finally happy. 


